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Love  is  a  ferryman,  the  ford  is  rough, 

But  from  the  far  shore  blossoms  touch  the  stream. 


Loves  Ferrying. 


RIGHT  narrow  are  the  ways  where  Youth  has  trod 
In  Heaven's  hope  to  gain  a  steadfast  mind. 
Near  Florence  in  the  hill-girt  house  of  God 

(Beneath   whose   fields   a   shallow   stream    doth 

wind) — 

Embattled  by  dark  cypress,  sought  by  few, 
Though  flanked  by  terraced  gardens  trimly  vined, 

Brown-roofed,  white-walled,  with  bell-hung  tower 

to  sue 

God's  patience  for  the  striving  hearts  therein, 
Whose  only  gladness  in  this  world  up  grew 

In  toil  'mid  the  dark  trees  the  grapes  to  win 

For  the  far  Town  of  Flowers  ;  here  where  men  find 

Cold  love  and  anxious  peace  and  rest  from  sin, 

And  long,  long  fear  lest  God's  hand  prove  unkind. 

In  this  still  place  three  centuries  ago 

A  young  man  wept  for  sweet  life  left  behind 
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Ere  he  had  scarce  had  years  its  sweets  to  know. 

A  bitter  pain  was  his — to  feel  the  throb 

Of  Spring  within  his  frame  and  ne'er  to  throw 

His  limbs  upon  the  blossomed  grass — to  rob 
His  soul  of  its  new  manhood — ever  hush 
The  voice  of  its  pure  laughter — its  mad  sob 

With  prayer  and  hard  confession.     He  would  flush 
At  waking  always  on  a  loud  spring  morn 
Remembering  what  his  dreams  were  and  would 
rush 

For  book  and  scourge  to  ease  his  heart,  forlorn 
Among  those  white-robed,  saddened,  speechless 

men. 
And  ever  to  his  growing  sense  were  born 

Clear  pictures  of  forbidden  gladness.  When 
He  wistfully  looked  o'er  the  cloistered  view, 
His  single  casement  yielded  him,  again 

He  joined  the  youths  and  maids  whom  once  he 

knew. 

The  lonely  fig-tree  was  in  his  young  dream 
A  lover-haunted  grove,  and  if  there  flew 

Shy  doves   from  the   near  steeple  they  would 

seem, 

To  his  hot  fancy,  Love's  own  messengers. 
Soon  in  his  eyes  a  soft  new  light  did  gleam. 
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One  day  an  elder  spoke  to  him  :  "  There  stirs 
Oh  son,  within  thine  eyes  a  fire  unmeet 
For  Mary's  altar  in  thy  young  brow :     hers 

The  calm  and  gentle  gaze  prepared  to  greet 
No  joy  but  to  behold  her  and  find  grace." 
Hot  shame  came  o'er  the  youth ;    for  sport  so 
sweet 

He  scourged  and  chid  himself,  then  kept  his  face 
From  that  bright  pane  where  Mirth  had  tapped 

and  cried 
How  vile  was  he  whom  in  that  noiseless  place 

The  sacred  man  had  raised  his  voice  to  chide  ! 
Then  much  he  strove  from  prayers  to  win  content 
And  as  the  bright-faced  aged  ones,  abide 

In  thrilling  love  of  God.    No  more  he  went 
With  brothers  through  the  vines  to  watch  the 

sun, 
At  the  day's  end,  gild  all  the  vales,  but  bent 

His  sad  eyes  to  the  ground  :  and  he  would  shun 
The  sweetest  choral  anthems,  lest  his  heart 
Should  speed  with  that  wild  work  it  had  begun. 

It  chanced  that  in  his  cell  a  brother's  art 
With  tender  piety  made  the  young  man  glad  : 
But  now  while  in  his  breast  so  sore  the  smart 

(5) 


Of  thwarted  love,  the  painting,  which  ere  had 
Sweet  comfort  for  him,  stung  him  to  desire 
For  in  it  was  a  maid  to  make  him  sad : 

Despite  the  wide  blue  peace  of  mound  and  spire, 
The   flower-lit   lawns,    the    gleaming    of    dark 

leaves, 
Which  therein  were  portrayed  in  the  pale  fire 

Such  as  he  knew  on  glowing  Tuscan  eves. 
Though  all  was  shown  from  a  white  temple's 

door 
And  (tranquil  as  cool  hand  a  brow  that  grieves) 

Had  soothed  the  minds  of  most  men  ;    he  no 

more 

Could  heed  the  gentle  land  than  his  own  vows 
Broken  about  his  bent  head,  but  before 

That  still  maid  knelt.     Night  only  would  arouse 

His  soul  from  the  low  music  of  the  lines 

Of  peaceful  limbs,  long  hands  and  lucent  brows 

That  he  was  listening  to.  As  the  moon  shines 
While  fades  the  violet  sky — all  else  grey  there 
She  gleamed  for  his  unrest.  As  to  cold  shrines 

The  furtive  festal  sunbeam  o'er  dead  prayer 
Her  April  looks  to  that  pious  painting  old. 
Slender  she  was  and  solemn,  a  maid  rare 
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In  wisdom  as  in  love — her  head  wheat-gold 
Down-drooped  as  with  compassionate  wondering 

weighed ; 
Her  mouth  most  tender,  with  grave  smile  that 

told 

Of  wistful  search  yet  hope  still  undismayed 

By  wrongs  of  Earth. — Young  knowledge  in  her 

wept 
Old  wisdom  waked  and  smiled.     And  this  strange 

maid 

The  youth  knew  well  with  scant  indulgence  kept 
Her  own  life's  joy,  for  she  seemed  sad  that  eve. 
Amid  the  placid  elders,  slow  she  stepped, 

Tired  of  her  upheld  robe  and  stiff,  pearled  sleeve. 
Frail  face,  shy  smile,  bound  locks  no  breezes  swept 
In  piteous  pity  soon  did  he  perceive. 

As  dew  comes  to  the  tired  noon  of  July, 
As  sleep  to  the  tossed  sailor,  from  her  face 
(The  ivory  profile,  drooped  on  the  pale  sky) 

Sudden  and  swift  and  calm  to  the  deep  place 
Of  the  youth's  need  the  maiden's  soul  came  down. 
He  learnt  her  love  and  her  long  quest.     Her  grace 

The  opened  flood-gates  of  his  heart  did  crown, 

A  dear  medallion  ;  her  leaf-green  attire, 

Her  amber  scarves,  her  looped  hair  topaz-brown, 
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Her  shell-pale  cheek,  and  all  he  did  desire 
Was  set  above  the  gate-way  of  his  heart, 
Painted  afresh  through  tears  in  flushing  fire. 

Thus  his  love  framed,  more  sure  than  goldsmith's 

art  ^ 

The  steadfast  rippled  profile,  the  light  hands, 
The  faintly  hollowed  cheeks,  the  lips  apart 

The  strange  long  chin,  the  bright  hair  in  dark 

strands. 
Oh  woeful   Heaven ! — a  boy's  heart  hath    thy 

care ! 
Down-gazing   she    looked   not   where   o'er  blue 

lands 

Slim  trees  like  thistle  seeds  winged  the  wide  air 
Nor  of  her  silk-robed  comrades  there  took  note, 
But,  as  in  the  youth's  near  unrest  some  share 

Was  hers,  she  seemed  forlorn  ;  as  his  sigh  smote 
Her  breast,  she  seemed  upheaving  a  short  sigh, 
Her  lips  soft-pouting  ruefully,  her  throat 

Soft-stirred  as  with  near  tears.     Thus  silently 
She  leant  at  the  frame's  side  and  called  his  soul. 
Till  so  deep  grew  his  longing,  he  well-nigh 

Believed  that  one  day  joy  must  be  made  whole 
And  she  step  down  and  smile  and  find  his  breast. 
And  thus  it  came  that  lily-buds  he  stole 
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From  hidden  paths  and  dusky  altars  dressed, 
And  set  them  'neath  the  painting,  and  in  prayer 
Or  holy  deed  still  loved  the  maid's  love  best. 

Sometimes  he  called  aloud  to  her  :   "  Oh  where 
Most  pensive,  marvellous  maid,  heard' st  woes  of 

mine  ? 
Or  for  whom  droops  thy  radiant  head?  Whose  care 

"  Makest  thou  still  the  mirth  I  know  were  thine  ? 

Where  thou  art  all  rejoice  in  Mary's  Child — 

Art  troubled,  sweet,  for  me  who  make  thy  shrine  ? 

"  Or  thinkest  thou  how  freshly  were  beguiled 
The  amorous  hours  if  thou  couldst  leap  to  me  ? 
Then  shouldst  thou  catch  thy  robe  more  high,  and 
wild 

"  As  daisies  at  thy  staid  feet  now,  shouldst  be 
My  playmate  in  the  blossoming  woods — thy  joy 
As  wild  birds'  songs  round  mine  ears  floating 
free  !  " 

Thus  spake  he  as  a  dream-rapt,  dauntless  boy. 

But  oftener  must  he  cry  in  cold  distress  : 

"  Oh  must  I  still,  vain  words,  vain  hopes  employ  ? 

"  Still  watch,  still  weep  thine  untouched  tender- 
ness ?  y| 

While  thine  my  hope,  and  oh  !  mine  thy  regret  ?  j 
Must  I  think  then  thine  eyelids  ne'er  shall  bless 
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''  My  soul  with  light  of  thine  ?     Must  I  live  yet 
To  learn  we  may  not  meet  ? — and  living  die 
Anew  at  every  glance,  whilst  thou  unmet 

"  Must  roam  that  land  forever  lovelessly  ? 
Oh  still-born  babe,  Bereavement  doth  beget ! 
Lost  foundling — frost-bit  bud — sad  love  of  thee  !  " 

Then  as  one  eve  he  knelt  and  held  his  flowers 
Beneath  the  sweet  face  came  the  father  there. 
(For  he  had  watched  the  boy  in  his  wan  hours 

Of  listless  psalm  and  labour,  soon  aware 

What  wild  thing  ailed  him.)     Calm-browed,  kind 

he  stood 
It  seemed  God's  light  shone  midst  his  silvered 

hair. 

He  watched  the   faltering   prayer.     "  Thy  love 

were  good, 

Oh  son,  in  that  thou  lov'st  a  form  so  brave. 
For  Beauty  is  God's  mercy  and  we  should 

Worship  and  guard  and  cherish  it,  and  crave 
Such  blossoms  from  His  lap,  with  thanksgiving. 
But  does  thy  love  draw  thee  to  Him  who  gave 

"  Thy  blossom  to  thee  ?  Dost  thou  to  her  bring 
Thy  heart  that  she  may  give  it  God  being  near  ? 
Or  does  her  face  make  Heaven  a  little  thing  ?  " 
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Then  as  the  young  man  wept,  he  said:  "  My  dear, 
My  words  to  thy  robbed  heart  too  hard  will  seem . 
But  I  have  loved.  I  held  a  young  maid  near 

"  As   God.     For  her  eyes  waned   the   dreadful 

gleam 

Of  Heaven's  light.  Earth's  utmost  peace  I  found 
In  deep  desiring  eyes — in  a  doomed  dream  : 

"  In  deep  sad  clasp  of  frail  arms  in  weak  sound, 
Of  trembling  lips.  Her  words  down  Time  did 

sail 

As  through  blown  veils  of  God's  house  folk  fire- 
crowned. 

"  But  thou,  son  Silvio,  wiser,  shalt  not  fail 
To  learn  what  then  I  learnt  that  lovers  do 
— Though  God-like  among  us — alone  prevail 

"  In  that  they  breathe  a  larger  love.     They  too 
Drop    deeper    than    their    fellows — once    sprung 

higher, 
Unless  they  see  the  maid's  grace  that  they  woo 

"  But  as  a  vagrant  shaft  from  the  throne's  fire, 
Her  maidenhood  God's  mirror.  Hard  for  thee  ! 
Imperfect  passion — perilous  sweet  desire  ! 

"  I  fear,  son,  that  thy  dear  one  may  but  be 

A  cloud  'twixt  thee  and  light.   Oh,  shun  the  meads 

Of  death-bound  joy — where  blossoms  traitorously 


"  Bedeck  the  darkling  way  < — Fierce  briar,  and 

weeds 

Are  in  the  hedge-bound  pleasance.     Ere  the  night 
Fall  here,  bewildering  thee — to  thy  soul's  needs 

"  Attend — and  come,  to  plains  of  Love's  respite 
In  dews  of  Jesus'  peace — In  God's  blue  eve — 
To  pluck  the  deathless  lilies  of  delight." 

Then,  as  the  Father  bade,  did  Silvio  leave 
Love's  worship,  taking  down  his  soul's  desire — 
(His  heart  moaned, "  What  availeth  it  to  grieve  ?  ") 

And  (not  without  one  kiss)  bade  Love  retire 
To  dust-low  shade ; — whence  fearful  of  new 

joy. 

The  old  man  took  her  soon.    Then  did  conspire 

Those  wailful  flocks  whom  starved  Love  doth 

employ 

To  punish  what  sad  sleep  His  rebels  get : 
Wan,   weeping  dreams,   that  each  night  would 

destroy 
• 

The  paven  pilgrim-way  the  day's  prayer  set. 
Then  fasted  he  and  pitilessly  scourged 
His  weakened  frame — so  sad  the  ache,  the  fret 

Of  prisoned,  pleading  love  in  him.     Though  urged 
By  elders  to  forgiveness  of  Youth's  sin, 
Yet  would  he  stint  no  pain  till  he  was  purged 
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Of  thronging  visions.     Then  did  he  begin 

Most  urgently  to  pray  in  thankfulness 

For  what  repose  his  battling  soul  might  win ; 

Most  piteously  his  old  pains  to  confess, 

Then  night  by  night,  with  gladdening  heart  he 

knelt, 
And  prayed  before  he  slept :    "  Thou  who  didst 

bless 

"  Sad  men  with  the  World's  Wonder — who  hast 

felt 
All  pains  of  suffering  earth,  through  Thy  sweet 

Son, 
I  give  this  shred  of  life  (most  rashly  dealt 

"  To  this  wild  body)  frayed  with  penance  done 
At  last  to  Thee,  and  pray  Thee  let  inweave 
Thine  angels,  this,  my  skein,  with  many  a  one 

"  That  makes  Thy  dais  gleam  on  earth.     I  leave 
With  but  few  tears  each  fading  frail  delight 
(Flowers  fall  on  earth,  and  maidens  die) — I  grieve 

"  Alone  for  my  own  frailty,  in  despite 

Of  thine  unbounded  helping.    At  Thy  knees 

In  Heaven  I  must  crouch  awhile — the  light 

"  Of  stars  about  Thy  brow,  the  good  man  sees, 
I  must  wait  long  to  see.     Heard  prayers  requite 
A  thousand  years  of  waiting,  sad  as  these  1  " 
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When  years  had  passed  (though  scarce  the  pain 

was  stilled 

That  pierced  his  side)  and  gravest  and  most  meek 
He  seemed  of  all  those  white-robed  ones,  Love 

filled 

A  strange  new  cup  of  gladness  for  him.     Weak 
From  lack  of  love  he  lay  as  he  had  willed 
Release  from  this  travailing  world.     A  smile 

On  his  shut  eyes  and  wistful  lips  did  play — 

Expectant  of  new  peace  in  little  while. 

Right  so  he  dreamt  this  dream  as  there  he  lay, 

When  the  late  sun  had  gilded  pane  and  tile 
Of  that  quiet  house,  and,  with  red  furtive  ray, 
Had  flushed  the  cypress  plumes  till  they  spoke  low. 

It  sank  in  fire  and  broke  the  snow-bound  dream 
Of  the  pale  hills.     The  Tuscan  stars  did  glow 
But  silver  then  from  out  the  moon's  cold  stream. 

Dark  cypresses  grew  still  Love's  tale  to  know. 


II 

At  touch  of  a  cool  wind,  it  seemed  he  woke, 

He  knew  not  where,  and  felt  the  scarce-known 

thrill 
Of  sunshine  on  his  face.     His  breathing  broke 
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To  happy  sighs,  to  drink  the  scents  that  fill 
An  orchard  by  the  seashore,  flower  and  spray, 
Keen  salt  and   sweetness.      Scarcely  wond'ring 
till 

He  stirred  and  felt  soft  grass  'neath  him,  he 

lay: 

Then  started  up  and  by  that  movement  found 
A  strange  thing — his  loosed  cowl  did  now  display 

Long,  soft,  bright  curls  that  made  him  glad.     The 

ground 

Was  deep  in  pleasant,  flower-lit  grass.     Ahead 
The  space  was  short — it  seemed  an  ocean  bound 

The  greensward — that  a  cliff's  edge  was  his  bed. 
He  saw  the  last  weeds  clear  against  the  sky 
And  through  the  grass  the  poppies  hung  blood- 
red. 

Then  much  as  he  was  moved  in  heart  to  try 

To  climb  to  that  far,  speechless,  sea  below, 

He  marvelled  more  at  that  sweet  field.     Near  by 

Where  he  had  slept — huge  cypresses  a-row 

(Like  dark-browed,  whispering,  anxious  sentinels) 

About  a  fair-carved  silver  wall  did  go 

Whereon  such  tales  as  great  Ghiberti  tells, 

Were  told  in  shadowed  frame  of  knight  and  queen, 

Minstrel  and  solemn  pilgrim,  rhymes  and  spells 
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On  bright  enamelled  borders  set  between. 
Thus  ran  some  words  ;  but  they  were  hard  and  new 
To  this  young  clerk,  as  through  the  tree-trunks 
green 

He  peered  to  understand  them :    "  Heart  more 

true 

Than  wave  to  shore,  to  one  unknown — come  near," 
"  The  wall  whereon  thou  look'st  is  seen  by  few — 

"  They  are,  whose  hearts  have  ever  held  Joy  dear." 
Then  marvelling  what  that  strange  new  tongue 

might  be 
(Nor  Greek  nor  Latin  yet  with  meaning  clear), 

He  followed  the  fair  wall,  most  curiously — 
And  found  at  ordered  distances  it  had 
One  panel  always — coloured  fair  to  see 

Which  held  a  fire-crowned,  winged  youth  white-clad 
With  doves  about  his  shoulders,  his  mild  hand 
Grasping  a  sword  of  flame.     Soft-eyed  and  glad 

He  seemed  ;  beneath  his  feet  a  jewelled  band 
Bore  one  word  "  Come."    Then  to  this  monk  such 

peace 
Such  joy  in  life  came,  he  no  longer  scanned 

The  subtle  writings — for  his  joy's  release 

That  heaved  his  breast,  he  laughing  ran  and  leapt 

Amid  the  sun-kissed  flowers  ;  nor  did  he  cease 
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Till  finding  in  the  wall  a  door  ;   then  stepped 
Towards  it  'neath  the  solemn  hedge  and  heard 
A  song  so  sweet  that  all  at  once  he  wept. 

It  seemed  the  strings  of  angels'  lutes  were  stirred 
Or  nightingales  awakened,  some  high  fount 
Of  music  loosed  to  flood  his  ears.     No  bird, 

No  maid  was  there,  but  large  clouds  did  upmount 
Through  the  clear  blue  with  silvered  peaks  to 

gird 
Imagined  bowers  of  songsters.     Deep  account 

His  failing  heart  took  of  each  love-sent  word. 


"  Ah,  newly  born  from  tears  and  sleep 

Pass  now  the  gleaming  door  ! 
And  find  the  close  where  Love  doth  keep 
His  sacred  revel.     Neither  weep  : 

Thy  heart  came  here  before 
Within  another's  breast  and  thou 
Shalt  find  her  whom  thou  lackest  now. 

"  For  this  the  house  men's  hearts  did  build 

In  craving  on  thine  earth, 
And  Love,  the  architect  well-skilled, 
With  deft  hand  their  long  hope  fulfilled  : 

For  passion  and  for  mirth 
He  wisely  built  with  starlit  foam 
And  sun-flushed  snow  his  children's  home. 
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"  Then  fire  and  rose-petals  he  took, 

Th^n  laughter  and  sad  sighs, 
Till  at  the  earth's  proud  passion  shook 
The  stars,  and  their  deep  place  forsook  : 

Thus  did  Love's  house  uprise — 
To  music  of  the  clashing  suns 
Whose  whirlpool  stress  its  clear  height  shuns. 

"  Herein  through  all  the  ages  meet 

True  lover  and  true  love  ; 
From  this  one  close  finds  Death  defeat, 
His  cloud-roof  rent  by  the  retreat 

Of  souls  that  sail  above 
To  clasp  their  lost  ones  in  those  bowers 
Whereof  Love's  wing-jewels  are  the  flowers." 


At  the  song's  end,  for  joy  the  young  man  cried 
With  a  loud  voice  :  "I  thank  Thee,  gentle  Lord 
For  Thy  most  wondrous  guidance  !  "  and  then 
tried 

The  latch,  which  yielded  softly.    A  fair  sward 
O'er  slopes  and  hillocks  lay  beyond  ;  his  gaze 
Through  great  dark-verdured  trees  down  paths 
moss-floored 

To  blossomed  distance  wandered.     As  foam  plays 
Amid  green  sea-hills,  fruit  trees,  low,  shone  through 
The  great   trees'   sculpture — cloud-white   cherry 
sprays 
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And  apple-clusters  coral-lipped.     There  too 
Shone  glossy,  stout-heart,  stripling  firs.  Such  mirth 
The  laughing  soil  craved  for  her  sons,  there  grew 

Beside  their  mossed  roots,  irises, — nor  dearth 
Of  one  Spring  blossom  was  there,  but  each  had 
More  light  and  fragrance  than  have  flowers  on 
earth. 

There  rosy- veined  anemones,  silk-clad, 

Gold  jonquils,  gracious  tulips  ;  and  'neath  these 

Knelt  tender,  glowing  violets,  made  sad 

With  too  long  love,  and  round  the  warm-barked 

trees 
Clung  quivering  roses,  cupped  with  Love's  own 

flame. 
When  for  long  time  our  youth  at  his  heart's  ease 

Had  gazed  and  drunk  joy  deeply  in,  there  came 
A  bank  of  naked  youths  to  him.     Most  fair 
Were  all ;  bright-browed,  gold-skinned,  of  noblest 
frame, 

And  to  their  shoulders  flowed  their  shining  hair. 
They  welcomed  him,  yet  eyed  him  wond'ringly  : 
Said  one  :  "  Wilt  to  the  river,  friend,  for  there 

Our  steeds  are  grazing  now  ?  " — then  did  they  see 
That  that  young  stranger  knew  not  of  their  ways, 
Then  smiling,  stripped  his  robes  off  him,  till  he 
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For  the  first  time  stood  bare  to  the  sun's  rays. 
Most  glad  at  heart,  he  murmured :    "  Wondrous 

form, 
My  soul's  pure  house  !  Thou  mayst  at  last  yield 

praise 

"  To  Him  who  made  thee,  safe  from  the  dread 

storm 

Of  fire-born  earthly  cravings.     God  thee  speed  !  " 
Through  fragrant,  flowering  glades  with  sunlight 

warm 

These  fair  ones  went,  till  in  a  watered  mead 
They  found  a  drove  of  horses,  fresh  and  sleek, 
Which  drew  near  at  their  call.     With  little  heed 

The  young  men  leapt  upon  them.    Proud,  yet 

meek, 
The  great  beasts  bore  them,  tossing  their  bright 

necks, 
While  whirling  petals  showered  on  mane  and  cheek. 

At  length  a  wide  stream  their  glad  hurtling  checks, 
With  pomegranates  'tis  hung  and  orange  trees, 
Pebbly  and  clear.     And  soon  the  bright  foam 
flecks 

The  blown  manes  for  the  horses  o'er  their  knees 
Plunge  deep  into  the  ripple,  and  stride  on, 
Then  freely  swim.     The  cold  clear  waters  please 
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The  snorting,  wayward  beasts,  and  splash  upon 
Their  glossy  shoulders,  darkling  'mid  the  spray. 
The  young  men  shout  fpr  joy.     The  sun  ne'er 
shone 

On  blither,  fairer  company  than  they — 

Their  foam-flecked  hair  outflying,  their  wet  limbs 

Bright  as  the  gleaming  flanks  of  jet  and  bay, 

Wherefrom  sometimes  each  slips  aside  and  swims 
To  race  his  steed  with  laughter.  The  sweet  sport 
Makes  our  pale  youth  so  glad,  his  heart  o'erbrims 

With    long-pent   mirth    and   music ;     his   blood 

fraught 

With  new  desires  beneath  the  stream's  cool  gush 
To  leap  and  dance  with  God — his  glad  ear  caught 

By  thrilling  bird-songs  from  the  coverts  lush 
(Low-nestling  on  the  stream's  brink) — full  and 

wise 
As  prophets  singing  from  near  thorn  and  rush. 

And    'neath  him    through    the   mirrored   secret 

skies 

The  stream  holds,  in  the  water  yet  unstirred 
Swim  fearless  lazy  fishes  ot  fat  size 

As  if  a  god  had  fed  them.     At  a  word 

From  one  proud  youth,  upon  a  shell-white  beach 

The  horses  land,  and  with  loud  neighing  heard 
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Afar  off,  gallop  home.     The  swimmers  reach 
A  further  point  along  that  blossoming  way 
(Where  oranges  hang  mirrored  and  birds  teach 

That  love  is  still  the  greatest) ;  they  make  stay 
In  fields  aflush  with  almond  and  full  peach. 


"  What  ails  thee,  heart  of  mine, 

That  thou  art  yet 
Sighing  disconsolate  ? 
Seest  not  that  thou  canst  get 
Sweet  things  here  ?     Wilt  abate 
Thy  sighing  never,  wilt  forever  pine  ? 

"  Leaps  not  hereby  the  spring 
Of  all  our  joy  ? 
Are  we  not  near  Love's  house 
New-called  to  glad  employ  ? 
And  o'er  us  Love's  own  boughs  ? 
Yet  still  thou  makest  moan  with  down-dropt 
wing !  " 


Thus  questioned  the  young  monk  his  changing 

heart 
As  from  the  stream  they  went.  There  met  them 

there 
Some  fair  tall  maidens,  clad  with  daintiest  art, 
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Slim-robed  in  blue  and  green  with  pearl-starred 

hair ; 

Like  larkspurs  and  the  cool  dark  lily-leaves 
Their  colours  seemed.     With  words  of  welcome 

fair 

They  hailed  the  stranger.    Then  one  said  :    "It 

grieves 

Our  eyes  to  see  this  man  in  white  robe  clad, 
As   erst.     Have   ye   no   cloth   the   bright   loom 

weaves  ?  " 

Straightway  the  maidens  went,  and  soon  he  had 
A  green  gold-broidered  vest  that  with  kind  hands 
They  put  on  him.     One  sweet- voiced  said  :  "  Less 
sad 

"  Thou  seemest  now,  but  since  in  harsher  lands 
Thou  wast  so  stern,  this  coat  is  dull  of  hue." 
Then  each  one  kissed  him  as  who  understands 

The   strange   plaint  of    the   heart   'mid   rapture 

new. 

And  then  he  learnt  a  glad  thing  that  desire 
No  more  disturbed  his  peace  ;  as  lilies  dew 

He  craved  the  maidens'  touch  and  felt  no  dread  : 
It  seemed  his  soul  had  passed  through  some  cool 

fire. 
Yet  still  'neath  the  bright  boughs  with  down-bent 

head 
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He  walked  amid  the  maids — for  his  lips  shook 
With  unnamed  fear,  and  hope  made  his  cheeks  red. 
Then  all  at  once  his  vexed  dream  he  forsook 

To  hear  a  bird  sing  loud  above  his  head  : 


"  Restless  heart,  I  know  thy  need 

That  amid  Love's  bowers 
Makes  the  sky  seem  grey,  the  mead 
Bitter-salt  as  marsh — the  hours 
Long  as  evening  shadows.    Speed 

"  On  thy  new,  long-dreamt-of  way  ! 

Take  from  here  thine  own. 
All  too  long  thou  didst  obey 
Tyrant  lord,  now  thou  art  flown 
From  his  wrist ;  then  haste  and  say 

"  All  thy  will  to  one  herein, 
That  thy  sweet  life  may  begin." 


"  Wise  bird !     How  kind  thy  teaching  to  mine 

ear!" 

He  cried  and  nought  those  fair  ones  seemed  amazed 
To  hear  the  bird  thus  speak.    Now  they  drew  near 

A  little  wooded  hill  round  whose  steeps  ran 
The  sun-bathed  bowers  in  ridged  terraces. 
In  mist-grey,  olive  groves,  its  slopes  began 
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Then  rose  through  darkling  ilex-shade,  which  is 
The  drowsiest  choir  for  nightingales  at  noon, 
Lit  only  by  the  glow-worm  witcheries 

Of  sun-touched  emerald  bark.  The  hill  sprang  soon 
As  a  steep  cliff — to  its  high-cedared  throne, 
To  be  the  blue  sky's  comrade — for  which  boon 

In  pride  it  pricked  with  slender  firs,  wind-sown, 
(Burnished  as  beetles'  backs)  the  still  gold  air. 
A  path  went  round  the  hill,  here,  as  but  mown, 

Low-hedged  with  flower-hung  neighbouring  grass, 

and  there 

Paved  sleekly  with  cool  dove-grey  marble  through 
The  wilder  woodlands.    Thereby  lilies  rare 

And  lowly  clambering  deep-red  roses  grew 
In  troughs  of  marble,  set  to  light  and  cheer 
The  dauntless,  dainty  path  that  still  up-flew — 

In  curved,  white  marble  staircases  where  sheer 
The  slope  rose.     And  the  stairs  were  subtly  fraught 
With  comfort  for  the  climber's  heart — carved  clear 

On   fair   broad   balustrades    Love's   birds   were 

wrought, 
Cold  doves  and  sparrows  feathered  well.    Each 

stair 
Twined  close  with  leaves.     Trim  chiselled  roses 

sought 
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Each  stone's  end  to  uncurl  in,  nor  did  spare 
Their  scentless,  deathless  blooming.     Silvio 
So  loved  the  way  he  leapt  for  gladness  there. 

Now  fearless  his  heart  cried :    "  Love's  road  we 

know !  " 

And  soon  he  found  that  round  the  tree-clad  hill 
Ran  level  lawns  that  ridged  the  woodland  so. 

Narrow  they  were  and  shady.     The  path  still 
Slanted  o'er  these  'twixt  irises.     On  one 
(An  olive-dappled  glade)  at  his  sweet  will 

A  war-horse  wandered  grazing  in  the  sun 

And  'neath  the  trees  an  armed  knight  lay  asleep. 

Upon  another  young  wolves  in  mild  fun 

Leapt  barking  and  soft-tussling.     One  did  keep 
A  drowsy,  warning  eye  on  these.     He  lay 
More    near  the  path — grey-headed,  and  growled 
deep  ; 

Then  with  an  open  countenance  straightway 
Got  up  and  'gainst  the  maids'  knees  rubbed  his 

head. 
"  What  wolf  is  this  who  cares  not  to  dismay 

"  But  to  befriend  us  unarmed  ?  "  Silvio  said. 
"  St.  Francis'  gentle  wolf  is  he — renowned 
Among  all  beasts  by  love  of  Jesus  led." 
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"  And  who  the  knight  we  passed   upon  the 

ground  ?  " 

'  The  merciful  Giovanni,  kissed  of  God." 
When  thrice  the  path  about  the  hill  had  wound, 

From  odorous  gold-winged  firwoods  with  bright  sod 
Blue-meshed  with  fragrant  pine- threads — where 

no  song 
Of  birds  could  break  the  sun's  high  peace,  where 

trod 

No  climber  off  the  stair — the  maiden  throng 
Now  gained  the  hill-top.     Twas  an  airy  cave 
Of  vaulted  cedars.     Turning  they  looked  long 

O'er  the  wide  land,  afloat  with  wave  on  wave 
Of  blossom.     Round  the  hill's  foot  went  the  stream 
And  last  the  cypress  spires — a  girdle  grave. 

Most  wide  the  crystal  sky  was — the  blue  gleam 
Upshining  through  the  cypress-hedge.  No  sea 
Nor  land  beyond  to  Silvio  did  there  seem 

But  sky  alone — Love's  land  a  star  to  be. 


Ill 

The  flooring  of  the  cedar  chapel  vast 

Was  a  fair  lawn,  cropped  close  by  rabbits  there. 

Its  dark  green  with  a  flowery  snow  o'ercast 
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Around  it,  'neath  the  great  trunks  rose  a  fair 
Flower-forest,  where  the  golden  lilies  swayed 
And  lily  bells  and  lily  lamps  did  bear 

A  silver  light  down  every  sunny  glade. 
And  green  irradiate  ways  were  cut  thereby 
To  cleave  the  flowers ;    while  flame-heart  roses 
made 

A  bower  of  every  path — hung  'gainst  the  sky 
They  watched  their  shaded  sisters.  Through  these 

ways 
Through  rose-roofed  lanes,  o'er  soft  lawns,  count- 

lessly 

As  petals  strewed  the  grass,  in  the  sweet  maze 
Sweet  lovers  walked ;   some  fire-robed,  and  each 

head 
Bound  with  a  gem-set  fillet.    Hushed  to  gaze 

At  Joy's  wise-hearted  children  who  thus  sped 
With  hands  linked  and  eyes  downcast  and  light  feet, 
Stood  Silvio  a  long  while,  till  the  maids  led 

Him  faltering  o'er  the  lawn.    Fresh  joys  did  greet 
His  happy  gaze  therefrom,  for  on  one  hand 
A  gleaming  crystal  villa  was — as  meet 

As  pure  in  architecture  did  it  stand 

As  stood  Our  Lady's  lilies  at  its  side, 

A  long  low  house  it  was — most  wisely  planned 
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To  give  cool  outdoor  shade  in  the  noontide, 
For  high  on  many  slender  shafts  'twas  raised 
To  make  an  airy  crypt  where  folk  could  bide 

On  seats   of   stone    'mid   orange  groves.     He 

gazed 

Through  dim  stone  avenues  to  the  dark  wood 
On  the   sheer   slopes   beyond.      Nor   have    I 

praised 

The  fair  house  right,  have  ye  not  understood 
That  o'er  the  outer  pillars  clambering  swung 
Sun-pierced,  with  but  few  doors,  an  arras  good 

Of  foamy  pale  wistaria  and  star-hung 
Heart-piercing  entwined  jasmine.     Silvio 
Then  crossed  the  lawn,  where,  patterning  pools 
among 

A  throne  of  pearl,  of  rainbow  hues  stood  low 
And  murmurously  folk  clustered.  Children 

splashed 
And  swam  in  the  small  lakes,  whereto  did  flow 

Loud,  mingled  streams  and  fountains  ;  some  there 

dashed 
From  out  carved  shells  on  the  throne's  height. 

Sweet  sport 
Of  laughing  babes  and  waters  !     But  there  flashed 
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Through  Silvio's  lulled  imaginings  a  quick  thought 
(A  tremor  from  the  lustrous  soil) — he  saw 
Where  midst  the  gleaming  groups  went  those  he 
sought 

For  whom  his  heart  beat  loud,  and  he  with  awe 
Perceived  that  it  was  they  wore  robes  of  flame — 
Great  lovers  dead,  of  whose  good  lives  the  law 

And  tales  he  knew  through  studies  long.     Here 

came 

Aucassin  and  fair  white-foot  Nicolete — 
Here  Porphyro  and  Madelene,  of  such  fame 

In  rhyme  as  shall  not  die  till  men  forget 
What  youth  and    passion  are.      Shy   Dierdre 

brave 
For  Naois  beside  her.    Juliet 

Star-eyed  with  Romeo.    True  Colombe,  grave, 
As  if  enough  years  had  not  yet  passed  by, 
To  quite  forget  the  pain  that  parting  gave 

Ere  mended  by  her  own  hand  suddenly. 
Bold  Lanceor  her  beside,  and  legions  more 
Of  true  and  brave — crowned  all  with  stars.    And 
nigh 

That  greatest  of  all  time,  most  wise  in  lore 
Of  Love's  high  ritual,  Dante  ;  at  his  side 
Most  blessed  Beatrice".    Then  came  o'er 
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The  youth  such  wondrous  joy,  thus  glorified 
To  see  those  whom  he  loved  so — as  a  cloud 
The  earth  seemed  'neath  his  feet,  and  his  heart 
tried 

(Quick  fluttering  as  a  flame)  to  beat  aloud 

His  prayer  that  they  might  hear ;    and  then  he 

saw 
That  others  in  Love's  court  than  those  avowed 

To  nought  but  love  were  there — the  God  did  draw 

From  death  some  souls  for  piety  or  grace 

Or  lovely  works — 'mid  these  he  found  with  awe 

Great  Michel  Angelo,  in  whose  dread  face 

The  storm  seemed  lightened  now.    With   eyes 

bent  low 
Wherein  through  his  new  peace,  one  still  could 

trace 

Secrets  of  Death  that  he  had  longed  to  know — 
Sweet  Sandro  Botticelli  passed,  and  there 
St.  Francis  mild  and  glad  Angelico 

And  Pico,  radiant-cheeked  with  his  bright  hair  ; 
And  lovely  Simonetta,  stepping  slow, 
Pure-featured  for  her  city's  long  despair. 

The  maids  smile  gently  now  at  Sylvio's  dread, 
But  he  has  knelt  and  kissed  one  floating  hem. 
While  gravely  glad  folk  pass  with  flowing  tread 
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And  murmuring.    The  low  sun  slants  o'er  them — 
To  gild  their  floating  hair  and  flood  each  glade, 
Dappling  with  dusk  the  flower-ways.     Now  each 
stem 

Of  the  dark  whispering  cedars  is  o'er-laid 

With    gradual,    yearning    gold — their    cloud-like 

boughs 
Of  floating  level  green  give  longer  shade. 

And  now  the  maids  their  dreaming  ward  arouse  : 
"  Turn  now  this  way,  thou  gazer,  to  this  throne 
Love  cometh."     Folk  are  flocking  to  the  house. 

Some  mount  by  twisted  stair-ways,  some  alone 
Go  'twixt  the  pillars.     They  bring  forth  pale  wine 
And  honey-comb  and  bright  pomegranates  grown 

In  vases  blue,  in  galleries  whence  shine 
The  steadfast  scarlet  blossoms.     But  the  air 
Has  faded  to  blue  eve,  ere  the  divine 

Close  wind   of  Love's   health-breathing  robe   is 

there. 

Then  Silvio  who  still  watches  the  dim  hall 
Sees  doves  sail  down  from  eave  and  crypt  and 

stair, 

Still  with  a  flower  one  passer  had  let  fall 
He  brushes  his  dream-parted  lips  ;  nor  yet 
Sees  the  God  next  him.     The  near  waters  call 
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Crooning   from   conched  arbours — they   make 

wet 

Love's  very  feet  now.     And  soon  Silvio  sees 
A  maid  bare-foot,  who  'mid  the  dew  doth  get 

The  listening  daisies,  drowsed  anemones 
And  stars  of  Bethlehem — then  suddenly 
With  a  strong  tremor  of  the  blood  (his  knees 

Turned  weak)  the  God  enthroned  there  doth  he 

see : 

Love's  stern,  resistless  eyes  in  sweeping  gaze 
Are  on  him  in  a  God's  great  scrutiny  ; 

And  Silvio  dare  not  look  up  there,  he  stays 
And  looks  but  at  the  grass  of  that  high  lawn  ; 
For  he  has  seen  the  holy  brow,  the  rays 

Of   deep-blue,    wide-set  eyes — more  pure  than 

dawn 

In  ardour  and  delight,  more  deep  than  eve 
In  tenderness  and  peace  ;  his  soul  updrawn 

Like  dew  into  their  shades.     Love  doth  receive 
The  treasure  any  soul  hath  ever  stored 
In  a  dark  garner,  though  that  soul  believe 

That  none  knew  of  that  small  and  dusty  hoard. 
Love's  hand  is  'neath  each  heart's  frail  cracking 

cup  : 
He  knows  the  one  wine,  splendidly  outpoured — 
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He  knows  the  poor  drops  that  the  sand  sucked  up. 
No  far,  brave  thrill,  no  secret,  lovely  gleam 
Comes  ever,  while  we  weep  or  laugh  or  sup 

But  Love  hath  blessed  it.     Poised  above  our  dream 
He  stoops  in  a  still  plunge  and  from  beneath 
Sustains  it  on  his  heart.     Thus  he  doth  seem 

Father  and  gardener  who  up-gathereth. 

Yet  still  a  youth, — aglow  with  tender  mirth  ; 

Flowers,  palaces  and  deeds  seemed  at  his  breath 

To  have  been  cast  like  crystals  to  bright  birth  : 
His  soft  lips  wreathed  with  some  far-smiling 

thought 
As  of  the  flush  of  young,  unwakened  Earth. 

Behind  Love's  shoulders  wide  a  cloudy  court 
Of  grey  angelic  forms  did  minister — 
With  great  wings,  and  strong  hands,  swift-foot 
they  wrought 

What  Love  did  with  his  looks,  for  mightier 
Than  winds  o'er  water  went  they,  bearing  home 
In  their  lapped  robes,  those  souls  that  weeping  err 

(Like  winnowed  sheaves  to  harvest  must  they 

come) 

Home  to  Love's  dewy  council-lawn  to  be 
Knelt  down  or  nursed,  nor  asked  where  they  did 

roam 
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But  overwhelmed  in  that  flood  of  clarity  ; 

Deep  clasped  and  pierced  with  Love's  close  pitying 

thrill 
That  melts  their  moan  to  one  proud  harmony. 

Here  Silvio  sees  one  borne,  but  moaning  still 
His  slight  arm  hangs  o'er  the  angelic  arm 
That  holds  him,  and  his  white  lips  shake — until 

Love  breathes  a  word  o'er  him  ;  then  he  is  calm. 
And  there  he  sees  a  boy  and  maiden  led 
Each  by  the  hand — they  lag  as  if  one  qualm 

Shivered  through  each  heart.     In  a  blossomy  bed 
Behind  the  Throne  their  guide  leaves  them  to  go 
To  Love ; — she  looks  back  ;    each  with  drooping 
head 

Stands  long,  then  tears  fall  down  from  each,  then 

slow 

Each  stretch  out  hands.     As  gentle  eagles  thus 
Up-lifting  lambs,  Love's  winged-ones,  to  and  fro 

Are  moving  ;  but  beneath  melodious 

Sit  silver- vested  little  girls  and  boys — 

His  doves  are  they.     Not  children,  as  with  us 

Warm,  babe-like,  whimpering,  bright  with  frailest 

joys; 

But  wise,  soft-eyed  and  very  grave  in  play 
And  pure  music  for  them  is  merry  noise. 


And  here  the  elder  gods  have  moderate  sway. 
Like    thunder-clouds    o'er-reaching,    then*    great 

forms 
Dark  blue,  are  thronged  behind  Love's  dais  grey  ; 

Clenched  lightning,  foamy  trident  of  the  storms 
Uprear  from  mighty  hands,  'mid  shadowy  mace 
Bow,  spear  and  bird,  'neath  shadowy  vine  that 
warms 

The  strong  poetic  blood  of  that  far  race. 
But  Silvio  now  as  if  his  soul  would  rest 
(Fainting  in  the  still  splendours  of  the  place) 

Notes  how  the  clothes  in  which  his  lord  is  dressed 
Gleam  through  the  silver  dusk,  and  like  full  wine 
He   drinks  the   colour.     Strange  red  the  God's 
vest, 

But  starry  violet  and  sea-blue  entwine 

To  light  his  robe — and  next  his  lovely  limbs 

Fresh,  tender  April  green  and  rose  doth  line 

The  more  dread  splendour.     His  bright  forehead 

dims 

His  hair  that  blows  out,  like  a  halo  dark, 
The  god  there  was  as  a  strong  star  that  swims 

In  tender  eve.     He  speaks,  and  hushed  to  hark 
The  garden  waits  'neath  his  low  tones  divine  : 
"  Ah   pale  one  !     Silvio,  thou  dost  embark 
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On  a  strange  troublous  flood  who  would'st  be  mine 
More  even  went  thy  heart-beats  in  that  place 
That  thou  hast  leapt  from."     "  He  did  strive  and 
pine." 

The  maids  said  then  :   "  Long  years — he  bent  his 

face 

To  the  bare  stones,  in  Christ's  house  that  we  know 
White- walled,  within  St.  Francis'  vale  of  grace." 

But  at  these  words  must  Silvio  straightway  throw 
Himself  before  the  Throne  in  strange,  wild  tears. 
Then  Love  spoke  soft :    "  We  heard  thy  loneliest 
woe, 

"  We  hailed  thee  through  thy  pitifullest  years." 
— His  bent  head  now  with  leaves  one  maid  has 

crowned, — 
Her  musical  white  hands  about  his  ears. 

A  mighty  angel  on  her  pitying  round 
Now  took  him  up  ;   he  rested  droopingly, 
Her  still  hand  in  his  boyish  hair  unbound, 

His  wan  cheek  on  her  wide  angelic  knee. 

Now  Love  hath  plucked  a  rose-tinged  lily-bud, 

A  leaf  of  mint — in  Silvio's  vest  doth  he 

Lay  this — for  blessing  cool  to  the  heart's  blood. 
Now  Silvio  thus  a-droop  doth  feel  and  hear 
The  sacred  dance,  slow  risen  like  a  flood. 
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Along  the  lawn  wide  lines  of  folk  draw  near 
And  draw  back — while  a  slowly  swelling  psalm 
They  sing  in  voices  deep  as  sea-waves,  clear 

As  morning  skies.     Their  joy  is  worship  calm. 
Now  with  hands  linked  their  arms  are  rippling  white 
Along  the  dusk  ; — Now  each  uplifts  the  palm 

High,  as  in  pleading  to  the  starless  night. 

Now  each  a  little  o'er  the  daisies  bends 

With  eye-lids  lowered  to  meet  Love's  holy  light — 

And  all  the  while  the  heaving  music  blends 

And  sways  the  foam-like  figures  :   snow-flake  feet 

Touch  earth  in  casual  rhythm  on  its  winds. 

Then  Silvio  sees  Christ  pass  behind  Love's  seat. 
And  here  young  saints  who  smile  as  they  walk 

through   ' 
Their  twilit  haunt.     And  by  a  trellis  sweet 

O'er  lilies  leant  our  Maid  in  wimple  blue. 


Soon  one  bore  Silvio  swiftly  down  the  hill 

To  the  dim  groves  where  scarce  a  sound  was  born 

Of  singing.     He  saw  not  Love's  passing  still, 

On  pearl  wings  with  quiet  feet,  o'er  him  forlorn. 
Sailing,  Love  looked  on  Silvio.     Sudden  springs 
Of  light  were  in  the  sky,  in  this  strange  morn. 
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Now  broke  the  western  rose  gully  that  brings 
The  Day's  feet  home — and  as  at  sunset,  shed 
Soft  rays  through  the  grey  leaves.     The  God's 
wide  wings 

Were  folded  as  he  neared  his  roseal  bed. 
Love  faded  as  a  happy  lark  from  sight 
That  leaves  but  song — through  pure  fire  the  Boy 
sped, 

With  paling  plumes  till  he  was  hid  in  light. 
And  still  not  yet  did  Silvio  lift  his  head. 


Pilgrim  that  here  lingerest 

Too  sad  to  rise  or  seek 

Thou  art  as  one  who  takes  his  rest, 

Upon  a  moorland  bleak — 

Beneath  a  mound 

Where  he  had  found 

Had  the  moon  been  there  and  his  feet  less  weak 
A  chapel  sweetly  dressed — 
With  fragrant  warmth  and  candle-light 
To  make  him  glad  through  that  long  night. 

Thou  art  as  one  for  whom  the  bride 

Is  waiting  fair  and  fain, — 
Who  doth  in  bitter  dreams  abide 
Of  her  who  calls  in  vain, 
And  sleepeth  sound 
Till,  saffron-gowned 
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She  comes  with  her  loud-singing  bridal  train, 

His  curtain  draws  aside 

And  her  bright  hair  falls  o'er  him :  then  doth 
start 

To  clasp  her  to  his  sorely  dreaming  heart ! 


IV 

He  woke  in  a  dark  grove,  slant  rosy  light 
Of  Love's  farewell  aroused  him,  and  the  stir 
Of  boughs  in  this  last  flush  of  eve.     Despite 

His  bitter  need  then  he  breathed  freshlier. 
Then  as  he  drew  his  hands  from  his  wan  face — 
(Discreet  and  strange  as  Spring's  first  breath)  saw 
her 

He  loved,  come  towards  him  through  the  twilit 

place. 

Not  silk-robed,  but  bare-armed — her  pearly  smock 
Out-rippling  light — she  came  at  priestly  pace. 

Her  long  curls  rippling  round  her,  a  freed  flock, 

The  rosy  light  her  slender  figure  lit, 

Her  eyes  were  down : — from  Silvio's  tender  shock 

The  pure  wide  eye-lids  veiled  her  soul,  lest  it 
Were  ruffled  from  love's  coolness  :    love's  glow 

played 
On  her  pale  cheek  with  light  flush.     Still  did  flit 
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About  her  mouth  the  perilous  smile  that  made 
Swift  death  seem  sweet  to  Silvio.     Then  to  his 
She  raised  her  eyes — his  soul  dropped  as  they 
bade 

Straight  to  its  rest.     As  in  a  lake's  abyss 

'Neath  ripples  weeping  stars  hang  deeply  nursed — 

In  her  sure  gaze  were  his  heart's  ecstasies ; 

Her  gentle  lips  and  hands  knew  his  heart's  thirst. 
Oh  hard  to  tell  the  whole  peace  of  this  twain  ! 
Who  having  known  Joy's  shadow,  greeted  first 

This  evening  Joy.     Oh  reader,  wert  thou  fain 
Through  length  of  years  to  see  one  face  ?     Hast 

sought 
And  found  at  last  thy  lost  one  ?     Hast  thou  lain 

The  grey  night  through,  unroofed,  with  restless 

thought 

Then  seen  the  tender  dawn  come  o'er  the  sea 
Pure-veiled,    with    such    heart-piercing    colours 

fraught, 

That  tears  welled  up  from  deeps  of  joy  in  thee  ? 
Hast  from  the  grey,  unchanging  waves  seen  foam 
On  thy  horizon,  showing  suddenly 

The  kindly  curving  shore  that  was  thy  home  ? 
Oh  yes,  thou  knowst  all  these  and  one  more  thing 
The  trembling  life  from  which  our  monk  did  roam. 
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Then  wherefore  must  I  weakly  strive  to  sing 
Of  what  was  never  sung  nor  e'er  will  be  ? — 
The  dawn  of  passion,  and  love's  home-coming. 

Hastening  somewhat,  as  she  had  looked  to  see 
Him  in  that  place  that  eve,  the  maid  drew  nigher, 
Her  slim  hands  into  his  came  flutteringly, 

Her  frail  cheek  yearned  up  to  him,  her  eyes'  fire 
Brought  his  heart  to  its  home  before  the  night : 
Peace  within  peace — desire  beyond  desire. 

They  spoke  but  when,  for  their  loud  hearts  they 
might. 

"  Oh  tell  me,  by  what  wisdom  didst  thou  stay 
Beside  me  in  that  loneliness  ?  What  thought 
Of  all  thy  love-winged  thoughts  so  far  could  stray 

As  to  my  far  walled  prison  ?     How  was  caught 
My  soul  in  the  bright  web  of  thy  regrets  ?  " 
"  Oh,  I  but  lived  thy  neighbouring  hills  athwart 

"  In  little,  walled,  Perugio — nor  forgets 

The  uncaged  dove  her  homeward  way.   Meek  bands 

Of  sandalled  down-cast  boys — whom  yet  no  threats 

"  Of  thraldom  had  made  pale,  passed  once  where 

stands 

My  home  :    thou  wentest  close  where  I  did  dwell. 
And  my  soul  as  loosed  dove  to  her  old  lands 
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"  But  saw  thee  and  came  homing  to  thy  cell. 
For  then  a  master  painted  me  to  make 
That  picture  for  thy  monastery,  and  well 

"  Thou  knowst  I  thought  of  thee  —  as  for  thy 

sake 

I  stood  there.     Yet  I  might  not  surely  know 
That  thee  my  portrait  e'er  should  overtake. 

"  I  looked  down  though  I  heard  Love's  clarion 

blow 

The  while  I  stood.     And  scarcely  I  forbore 
My  feet  from  the  light  march  that  stirred  them 

so." 

"  Oh,  Love  hath  shown  us  mercy  !     We  no  more 

Can  be  but  his  !  "  cried  Silvio.     The  maid 

In  words  of  large,  young  wisdom,  then  told  o'er 

Her  tale  of  brief  and  lovely  days.     She  said 
That  she  knew  his.     She  lay  now  on  his  breast 
Her  golden  hair,  by  listening  winds  light  laid 

About  his  throat.     Soon  soft  upon  their  quest 
She  rouses  him.     They  mount  to  the  high  lawn 
Now  empty,  save  for  footprints  of  the  blessed 

Dark  in  the  dew.     The  Throne,  whence  are  with- 
drawn 

Love's  tapestries,  is  cold  now.     They  kneel  there 
And  pray.    The  cedars  shiver  as  at  dawn. 
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Tis  late,  when  as  if  homeward,  down  the  stair 
She  leads  him  in  his  new  peace.     Drowsily 
The  gentle  beasts  they  know  do  hither  fare 

For  shadowy  converse  and  gruff  amity. 

Now  under  sea-grey  bowers  they  come  once  more 

Down  to  the  level  lawn.     Here  one  goes  by 

Whose  calm  stride   and   dark   brow   have  long 

before 
Made  Silvio's  heart  beat  high  for  hope  and 

dread. 
Tis  he  for  whom  the  lover  young  forebore 

Love's  loveliest  delight — in  tears  out-sped. 
Subtly,  unseen  he  smiles,  as  his  words  still 
Re-echo  other  words  remembered. 

"  God-speed  you,  young  ones !    To  this  sacred 

hill 

You  have  done  well  to  wander.     A  wise  youth 
Thou  wert  and  yet  rebellious,  hot  of  will. 

"  Now  we  together  fare — Here  sup  in  ruth 
Our  brothers — leafy-walled,  amid  the  dew." 
And  soon  through  Silvio's  ears  flows  the  sweet 
truth, 

She  breathes  it  in  the  grey  meads  that  he  knew — 
"  'Tis  passion  which  alone  can  purify." — 
Sudden,  the  silver  wall  is  gleaming  through 
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The    dusk — its   carving   shadowed    dark.     From 

high 

They  look  beyond  the  cypresses.     A  ledge 
Of  wan  grass  on  a  cliff  of  crystal ; — sky 

Below — naught  else — deep,  floorless  air — the  edge 
Seen,  'neath  its  foot  of  white,  upholding  cloud, 
Below  the  silent  stars  :   the  darkling  hedge 

Of  gloom-foreboding  spires  above  !     Then  loud 
He  cried  with  fearful  joy  :   "  O,  love,  come  near  ! 
We  are  beyond  the  stars  !  "     Faint,  yet  so  proud 

He  clasped  her  to  his  breast,  long-hushed  to  peer 
Amid  those  solemn  fires — which  ne'er  so  plain 
From  earth  the  lovers  saw — so  great,  so  clear 

They  burned  in  their  blue  gulf  beneath  the  twain 

Silent,  yet  spaced  in  such  full  harmony 

Love  seemed  accomplished  in  their  cloudy  train. 

A  little  while  it  was.     Then  on  that  wall 

He  sees  his  white  frock  hang — the  door  which  he 

First  crossed  to  life.     Then  crying  he  must  fall 
At  his  love's  knees,  for  memory  bitter  slow 
Of  his  old  self — has  wakened  to  recall 

His  pain — he  knows  that  soon  he  needs  must  go. 
While  from  the  floorless  misty  deep  a  strain 
Of  music  comes  soft  falling  as  new  snow. 
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(As  if  the  pale  stars  sang  a  far  refrain) — 
His  convent  bell  for  Matins  duly  swung. 
"  Ah,  Love,  rise  up  !  We  yet  may  meet  again. 

'  'Twas  not  for  nought,  these  passioned  bowers 

among 
The  wise  god  brought  us  both.     When  souls  have 

met 
And  mingled,  can  they  lose  each  other  ?     Young 

"  And  brave  to  seek  are  we  :  shall  we  forget 
On  earth  what  here  we  learnt  ?  Can  thy  heart's 

need 
Call  quite  in  vain  ?     On  earth  I  wait  thee  yet." 

Thus,  smiling?  though  through  tears,  she  raised 

him,  freed 

A  little  from  his  dread — though  pale  his  face — 
And  kissed  him  many  times.   "God  give  thee  speed 

"  In  coming,  love  :  Farewell  a  little  space." 
And  in  the  tender,  tuneful  dawn  she  turned, 
And  went  away  from  him  at  a  slow  pace. 

He  dared  not  watch  her  long,  so  deep  he  yearned, 
But  o'er  the  chill  wall  leant  with  buried  face. 


He  woke  up  smiling  as  he  found  it  fair 

To  see  the  sun — yet  his  spread  hands  did  clutch 

The  cold  stones  of  his  own  bare  cell.     Whate'er 
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His  dream  seemed  to  him   now,   it  seemed  not 

such 

As  pluck  our  hearts  out  and  steal  clean  away 
(Dove-breasted,  golden  eagles  with  sweet  clutch :) 

Strong  portents  in  his  fragile  vision  lay 

— Thunder  in  silver  cloud  :   Ah  !   would  it  were 

The  same  with  all  who  dream — to  weep  and  p:ay 

Waking  alone  in  young,  unhelped  despair. 
"  Oh  petal  blown,"  he  said,  "  from  rosier  bliss  ! 
Oh  bird  come  from  green  land  and  white  town 
where 

"  She  waits  herself  for  me.     She  told  me  this 
— Our  worshipped  Lady  too  would  have  us  be 
In  service  at  Love's  court.     Nor  shall  She  miss 

"  Her  loving  bond-man,  though  this  cell  be  free." 
And  so  he  takes  his  painted  Holy  Book, 
The  nails  that  held  the  picture  ;   stealthily 

With  these,  light  clad  (his  piteous  robe  forsook) 
From  his  small  casement,  laughing  he  doth  leap 
To  that  green-hearted  fig-tree  which  partook 

Of  his  first  lonely  hope.     The  cloisters  keep 
A  patient  stillness  now — the  matins  done, 
The  vines  in  mist,  doves  on  chill  roofs  asleep  ; 
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The  dark  shrubs  glinting  freshly  in  the  sun. 
He  crosses  the  trim,  fragrant  close — above 
Its  ancient  wall,  he  leaps,  and  swift  doth  run 

To  that  blue  land  beyond.     "  I  come,  my  love  !  " 


THE  END. 
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